NEW    BRIDGE

NEW Bridge is the oldest bridge

The LifFey passes through.
There must have been ah older bridge

When this new bridge was new.
But, new or old, the water flows

In many a gleaming stage
As careless as a thing which goes

And is exempt from age.

So pleasant is it on this bank,

I often wonder why
They set the piers out rank on rank

And raised the arches high.
They must, deluded by a dream,

Have thought, as I have done:
The other side of any stream

Is better than your own.

The water bends and thickens as

It rushes at an arch.
The piers like soldiers in a pass

Stand halted on the march.
The hissing stream escapes to fall

In mocking undertones.
But would it be a stream at all,

Without the bridge and stones?
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